Siam

sleep. The piles upraise me from the ground'
where poisonous beasts crawl, and an outspread
curtain of muslin is my protection against the
beasts that prey. Around me the yellow ox-
drivers of my train instal themselves, and, as
they have no mosquito nets, they arrange to
take turns until the morning in maintaining,
beneath the open-work flooring of our lodging,
a large fire of herbs, which will envelop us
all in a protecting cloud. And, lulled by the
Buddhist chant, I soon fall into a deep sleep,
in the midst of an odorous smoke.
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